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I went on up to Pentwyn Forge and had a long cliat with Mrs.
Nott the blacksmith's wife. She told me her next door neighbour
Mrs. Williams was 'a wicked woman' and prostituted herself to her
lodgers, while her husband as bad as herself took the money and
asked no questions.
Mrs. Nott told me that Louie of the Cloggau was staying in
Presteign with her aunt Miss Sylvester, the woman frog. This
extraordinary being is partly a woman and partly a frog. Her
head and face, her eyes and mouth are those of a frog, and she has a
frog's legs and feet. She cannot walk but she hops. She wears very
long dresses to cover and conceal her feet which are shod with
something like a cow's hoof. She never goes out except to the
Primitive Methodist Chapel. Mrs. Nott said she had seen this
person's frog feet and had seen her in Presteign hopping to and
from the Chapel exactly like a frog. She had never seen her hands.
She is a very good person. The story about this unfortunate being
is as follows. Shortly before she was born a woman came begging
to her mother's door with two or three little children. Her mother
was angry and ordered the woman away. 'Get away wich your
young frogs,1 she said. And the child she was expecting was born
partly in the form of a frog, as a punishment and a curse upon her.
Sunday, 23 July
This morning Mr. Bevan went up to the Volunteer Camp above
Talgarth, on the high common under the Black Mountain. He is
Chaplain to the Forces and attended to hold an open air service and
preach a sermon to the Volunteers. When the Chaplain arrived on
the Common, the Builth Volunteers were already well drunk.
They were dismissed from the ranks but they fought.about the
common during the whole service. The officers and the other corps
were "bitterly ashamed and scandalized.
Thursday, 2jjuly
In the afternoon I took the old soldier the first instalment of his
pension, .£8 o 4 for half a year. Mr. Venables has got the pen-
sion for him at last after a long correspondence with the War
Office. The old soldier told me some of his reminiscences. In the
Battle of Vittoria as they were rushing into action his front rank
man, a big burly fellow, was swearing that 'There wasn't a bloody
Frenchman who had seen the bullet yet which should strike him'.

